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remarkable for the immense masses of masonry employed, partly
as retaining walls on the steep hillside and partly in the construc-
tion of quarters for the monks. At the Panchan Lama temple
several of the roofs are of gilded copper tiles, crowned with
sprawling dragons of fantastic but admirable design and
workmanship.

To reach the summit of the Potala Monastery, a little farther
up the valley, necessitates the climbing of seemingly endless
steps. But the effort is well repaid, for there, still in repair, are
found the apartments of the eighteenth century emperor Chien
Lung. Once more it is evident how in all the grandeur and
magnificence of their existences the private lives of the Sovereigns
were passed in the simplicity of Chinese tradition. Chien Lung's
bedroom is a very modest chamber with wooden boarded bed,
the whole almost devoid of decoration and lacking in space and
comfort. Two metal-roofed kiosks crown the summit of this
great building, one dedicated to the use of the Emperor, the
other for the Dalai Lama.

Farther up the valley are other temples. In one there is a
colossal image of the Buddha, over seventy feet in height, while
in another the Emperor Chien Lung is represented, beatified,
by a large statue. He is seated upon a many coloured lion of
heraldic mien in the shade of a pillared kiosk that rises above a
miniature mountain of artificial rock-work, pierced by concealed
stairways and cool tunnels. The last of the valley temples
contains images of the Five Hundred Sages, row upon row of
life-sized gilt statues, sorrowful and hilarious, pleasant and
unpleasing. In places the heavy roof has fallen and many of the -
images have been crushed. It will not be long before the same
fate will overtake the rest. A solitary lama and two acolytes
are all who remain of the many monks that formerly guarded
the shrine.

In all these groups of temple buildings there are shady courts,
where the pine-trees have grown ancient and twisted, where the
woodwork has taken the colour and the texture of grey stone,
where flowers sprout from between the paving stones, and where
the pigeons have built themselves nests in the richly carved
overhanging eaves. All is deserted to-day, and the one or two
attendants who have remained to open the doors to the in-
frequent stranger tell of the pillage and the robbery that have
deprived the temples of their treasures and the lamas of their
means of subsistence, until, driven out by hunger and want, they